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Day One 


With a screech of over-stressed airframe, the Island Queen shuddered 
in the grip of a viscous wind-shear, dropping nearly two hundred feet 
of altitude in a blink of an eye. 


“Fucking ‘light to moderate winds’, my ass!” Doug shouted, gripping 
the control-yoke in a pair of large, white-knuckled hands as he fought 
for control of the bucking, shuddering aircraft. 


“For God’s sake, you idiot - do something!” Ms. Lydia Bertram 
Carruther’s demanded - not in the high-pitched squeal of fear that the 
situation might have warranted, but in the strident tone of a woman, 
having become used to the narrow scope of power she held as owner 
and editor-in-chief of the nation’s largest feminist magazine, quite sim- 
ply didn’t realize that sharp orders wouldn’t rectify the situation. 


Seated in the right-hand seat of the aging aircraft’s cockpit, her coolly 
beautiful face was set in lines of and forbidding as she stared expect- 
antly at Doug. With nary a hair of her tight bun of auburn hair out of 
place, her trimly toned body taut with anger instead of fear under her 
designer pantsuit, she looked like she simply expected the storm that 
had swept out of nowhere to evaporate for her benefit. 


Pushing himself a little more firmly in the aging DeHavilland Otter’s 
worn seat, Doug risked taking one hand off the control yoke just long 


enough to sweep a sweat-matted lock of black hair away from his face. 
Ignoring the salty droplets falling from his bushy eyebrows and long, 
aquiline nose, Doug quickly regained his grip on the aircraft’s controls 
as another sudden burst of wind shoved hard against the single-engine 
plane’s fuselage, causing a gut-wrenching tilt. 


The high-pitched, wordless scream of utter panic seemed to lance 
through Doug’s very brain, as Lydia’s slender blonde secretary, seated 
directly behind Doug, showed that she had a much better grasp of the 
situation the her boss did. 


“Shit...” Doug muttered, emerald eyes darting to the free-floating com- 
pass mounted on the windshield’s centerpost. 


Built in 1968 by the DeHavilland Aircraft Company of Canada, the 
high-winged, 14 passenger monoplane was the same age as it’s pilot. 
Exactly the same age, as the aircraft identification plate on the right 
hand side of the cockpit control panel indicated that this particular 
DHC-3 Otter had rolled off the assembly line on the exact same day 
Doug had been born - which, of course, had been the major reason for 
buying it. Lovingly restored, repainted a bright, glossy yellow, and chris- 
tened the Island Queen, the Otter was not only Doug’s pride and joy, 
but also his source of income. Based out of Oahu, Hawaii, Doug flew 
specialty charters out to the islands and resort destinations that ran 
westward of the western-most State in the Union. 


His charter today was more then just a little bit unusual. The majority 
of the plane’s fuselage was packed full of boxes destined for a small 
island where a nationally-known ‘specialty’ skin-mag was doing a photo- 
shoot with some big-bust models. 


That, in itself, wasn’t all that unusual for Doug - it was the addition of 
Lydia and her secretary, who had insisted on being flown to the island 
as part of her well-known campaign to personally persuade women, 
such as the models, to give up their lives of ‘pandering to a male-domi- 
nated society’. 


It hadn’t really been the sort of company Doug was overjoyed to have 
on a long flight, though Sandy - the secretary - seemed a nice enough 
sort, a cute blonde who mostly kept he mouth closed, a shy smile on 
her lips. Her boss, however, was a Grade-A pain in the ass... 


..and wealthy enough to easily afford the doubled rate Doug had 
demanded, which was on top of what he was already getting paid for 
delivering the wardrobe and accessories to the island. 


The money, of course, had finally been enough to sway him. 


Right now, Doug was wishing he’d spent some of that money on some 
of the ‘latest and greatest’ navigational aids. Though not nearly stupid 
enough to trust entirely on the original avionics in the aircraft, Doug 
had kept his costs low by investing in some ‘bargain’ equipment, like an 
off-brand Global Positioning System receiver. 


A GPS receiver which had promptly begun to display nonsensical dig- 
its and random diagrams on it’s LCD display the instant the first bolt of 
lightning had flashed through the air. 


Battered and pummeled by high winds from all directions, the air- 
craft spun and bobbed sickeningly, with no frame of reference. Though 
Doug had already reefed the aircraft around and pointed it west-by- 
northwest, he simply had no way of telling what type of headwind he 
was bucking - and, worse, no way of knowing how far off-track he was 
being blown. Though the compass let him know which way the nose of 
the aircraft was pointing, the heavy wind could be blowing him side- 
ways - and, with each passing mile, that percentage-of-error kept grow- 
ing. 


Working by touch, Doug wrested the radio microphone off it’s clip, 
quickly pulling his hand back to the control column and bracing his 
closed fist against it for added leverage as he squeezed the transmit 
bar. 


“Pan-pan, Pan-pan, Pan-pan...” Doug called, leaning forward to shout 


the ‘urgency’ call into the microphone. Somewhat less then an ‘emer- 
gency’ call, the ‘Pan-pan’ nevertheless alerted listeners not to ‘crowd’ 
the channel he was transmitting on. “Any station, any station, this is 
DeHavilland N347AT requesting location verification. Repeat: Any Sta- 
tion, any station, Seven-Alpha-Tango is requesting cross-fix from any 
DME/TACAN equipped...” 


He broke off mid-sentence as another heavy cross-wind gripped the 
plane and heeled it to the side. Obeying the age-old pilot’s adage to 
‘never drop the plane to fly the microphone’, Doug released the micro- 
phone and firmly grasped the yoke in his weathered hands, fighting to 
stabilize the aircraft in the prolonged windshear. Almost instinctively, 
his eyes flicked to the compass, as he tried to judge how far the wind 
was pushing him off his base-line course. 


As he struggled desperately for control of the plane, Lydia Carruthers 
calmly reached out and grasped the swinging microphone, lifting it to 
her full - if unclad - lips, and pressing the transmit bar. 


“This is Ms. Lydia Carruthers, of American Feminist magazine, broad- 
casting on an open channel.” She announced briskly. “For the record, 
should I fail to return safely from this flight, I direct whomsoever should 
hear this broadcast to contact my lawyers, Madison, Fitch and Davidson, 
and order them to sue the person or estate of...” 


Having regained brief control of the struggling aircraft, Doug fore- 
went words, simply reaching out and yanking the microphone from 
Lydia’s carefully manicured hand. 


“You cannot do that!” She exclaimed, furiously, eyes going flat in mur- 
derous rage... 


..as, incredibly, she reached out and grabbed the collar of Doug’s 
flight jacket in an attempt to pull him around to face her wrath. 


“Fuck!” Doug said, trying to push her off of him as she gripped his 
collar in both hands, attempting to drag him around. “I’m trying to fly 


the fuckin’ plane, you stupid bitch...!” 


“How dare you...!” She raged, furiously. “Put this... obsolete piece of 
junk on autopilot to Hawaii, you incompetent imbecile, and...” 


As the plane shuddered and dipped, the big Pratt and Whitney radial 
engine screamed, the three-bladed propeller clawing the air - and Doug 
released the yoke with one hand long enough to drive a short, swift 
uppercut right onto Lydia’s finely pointed jaw. 


Dropping his hand to the throttle, he tried to tear himself from her 
grip, which was keeping him from getting a good look at the instru- 
ments he so desperately needed to see in the gray-on-gray world of the 
storm... 


..and the bitch punched him back! 
It wasn’t any sort of ‘girlie’ punch, either, but a wicked right cross 
that almost took his head off. Stunned, Doug almost released the con- 


trols as she wound up for another punch... 


..and then ninety-eight pounds of enraged feminist secretary hit Lydia 
Carruthers like a ton of bricks. 


The auburn-haired leader of modern feminism was tall and toned and 
athletic, while the blonde secretary was slender and short - but that 
didn’t make it an uneven contest, as Sandy fought like a lioness defend- 
ing her cubs. 


“I don’t fucking believe this...!” Doug shouted to himself, fighting the 
controls as the catfight went on a scant eight inches away. 


Then Lydia’s grasping, fumbling hands slipped into her matching Gucci 
handbag... 


..and emerged holding a gun. 


Not one of the little, nickel-plated ‘purse guns’ designed specifically 


for ladies - oh, no, none of the gender-biased stuff for Ms. Lydia Bertram 
Carruthers. 


The gun was a Grizzly Win-Mag. 


Looking like a merely middlin’ artist’s attempt to draw the famous 
Colt 1911, the oversized large-frame pistol was chambered in the man- 
stopping .50 caliber round. 


“What the fuck is wrong with you, lady...?” Jack demanded, wide-eyed, 
as he continued fighting the aircraft... 


..and Sandy, regardless of the gun, continued fighting her now-most- 
definitely-EX-boss, concentrating her efforts on the toned arm that held 
the massive firearm. 


The gun went off. 


Sounding like an explosion in the confines of the cockpit, the gun 
discharged while pointing in the general direction of the dashboard - 
which, concurrently, exploded, shards of plastic and glass falling to the 
cockpit floor as the big-ass round went clean through the firewall. 


Unprepared - and, truth be known, unable - to handle the recoil of the 
gun she’d never fired before, Lydia didn’t even have time to be sur- 
prised as the force of the gun’s discharge forced her hand up and back... 


..SO that, quite conveniently, the gun-filled hand slammed hard against 
the point of her own chin, snapping her head back, sending her glasses 
flying - and knocking her out cold. 


Lydia’s sudden unconsciousness was of little comfort to Doug. 


The fifty-caliber round is often described in terms of it’s brute power. 
One of the most common ways of summing up that power was the fact 
that the fifty-caliber round could ‘punch right through the engine block 
of a car’. 


True enough - and while a rotary aircraft engine differed significantly 
from a car’s, not so much so that the bullet would inflict any less dam- 
age. 


With a loud, grinding sound, the engine, quite literally, tore itself apart. 


“Oh, shit...!” Doug shouted, hand diving for the radio microphone to 
get off a mayday... 


..and to stop when he realized that the bullet had first passed through 
the radio controls, before trashing the engine. 


“Shit, shit, shit...!” Doug screamed, as the aircraft began to sink. “Damn 
you to hell, you fuckin’ psycho bitch - you’ve killed us all!” 


Sandy, startled, shot a look at Doug’s face - then, grabbing the gun 
from Lydia’s limp hand, promptly sat back down in her seat and buck- 
led her belt. 


Directing a steady stream of curses at the unconscious feminist under 
his breath, Doug fought for every foot of altitude as the plane contin- 
ued settling lower in the thick clouds. Irreversibly, the altimeter kept 
rolling backwards, counting off the inevitable drop to the lonely, storm- 
tossed ocean below... 


..and then the airplane swept from the bottom of the low, scudding 
clouds, and Doug’s stream of curses broke off in a stunned wonder. 


“Oh, dear God, thank you...” He said, as much earnest prayer as ex- 
pression, as his emerald eyes locked firmly on the steep-sided little 
island thrust from the roiling surface of the ocean off the port quarter. 


“Hang on...!” He shouted to Sandy. “We might just have a chance...!” 


Banking the Island Queen around, Doug began pleading with it to stay 
airborne just a few seconds longer... 


The island had a small lagoon, on which it might have been possible to 
land the float-equipped plane - but it was on the wrong side of the 
island, and would have required a fly-around to line up properly on - 
something Doug knew he damned well didn’t have enough air-time left 
for. 


The best he could do was try and get the Queen down in one piece on 
the leeward side of the island, out from the roiling water beating against 
the rocky shoreline - then swim from there and pray that they didn’t get 
beaten to death against the steep, rocky side of the island before they 
found a way up it. 


Straightening the aircraft perpendicular to the swells, he began care- 
fully trading off the remaining airspeed for a few more seconds of flight 
time. 


Beside him, Lydia moaned and began to come around, and Doug cursed 
under his breath, praying that she wouldn’t distract him from the tick- 
lish job of landing the aircraft during a tropical storm. 


God seemed to be listening. As he dark eyes fluttered open, she moaned 
and started to lift a hand to the bruise growing on her chin. 


She stopped dead, her eyes registering the hole in the control panel... 


..then, beyond that, the silent, unmoving three-bladed propeller be- 
yond the cowling, from which smoke was now beginning to issue... 


..and, through the swirling, dark smoke and the thicker, driving sheets 
of rain, the island just off the aircraft’s nose, now actually looming over 
the airplane as the Island Queen sank below the height of it’s sharp 
rocky walls. 


“Brace yourself...!” Doug warned. 


He’d never had to ditch a plane before - but he had plenty of hours in 
floatplanes, and almost all of them not only ‘in type’, but in this very 


aircraft. Expertly, he let the floats touch about midway across the very 
crest of the first wave, pushing in slightly on the control panel to make 
solid contact as the Queen sank down, running through the downward 
swell like an alpine skier down the Matterhorn. 


Hitting the up-swell of the next wave, however, was nearly like stum- 
bling over a curb. The plane shook and shuddered as it’s floats dug in - 
and then they were through the wave, and into the next crest... 


The Island Queen shuddered her way across the corrugated surface of 
the ocean, shedding speed as she wallowed and wavered in the wind... 


..and then the wind veered, and the plane’s high wing began to dip. 


“Shit, no...!” Doug said, straining to keep the plane upright - but they 
were much too slow for the arialons to function, and the wing contin- 
ued to dip. 


As soon as it touched the wave-top, the Queen sledded around - anda 
horrendous screeching sound began filling the cockpit as the waves 
went to work tearing her apart. 


“End of the line!” Doug shouted. “Everybody out - and thank you for 
flying Island Queen Airlines...” 


Turning briefly to Lydia, he shouted at her to follow him - then 
unclipped his belt and slipped into the back of the aircraft. 


As Sandy unclipped her own four-point restraints, Doug grabbed the 
emergency kit mounted just behind his seat, then forced open the cargo- 
are doors against the force of the water and wind, knowing it would 
have been nearly suicidal to try existing from the cockpit doors, which 
lay directly under the porpoising wing. 


Though their were life jackets, Doug knew damned well that swim- 
ming in the swell with one on would be nearly impossible - you’d sim- 
ply bob along like a cork, pulled steadily away from the island. Tying 
the lanyard of the emergency kit to his belt, Doug quickly shucked out 


of his heavy jacket and boots. As he was hauling off his right boot, 
Sandy slipped past him to the door, and he shouted for her to make 
sure she got a good push-off. He watched a she braced herself in the 
opening, then hurled herself out into the foaming ocean. 


Water was now lapping into the aircraft through the open cargo door, 
and without looking over his shoulder, Doug yelled for Lydia to also 
push hard out when she leapt - and then, with a mighty leap, he was in 
the cool water of the Pacific. 


Having finally located her glasses, Lydia slipped the blessedly undam- 
aged spectacles on, then turned and watched that infuriating... man... 
leap from the aircraft, disappearing from view with a splash. 


With a look at the rapidly rising water, Lydia turned away, staring out 
at the endless ocean through the windshield. 


She was still firmly strapped in her seat - and she made no move to 
undo the belt. 


Lydia hated men - hated them with a passion. She hated their sup- 
posed superiority. She hated their ‘logic’. She hated their insensitivity. 
Most of all, she hated them for the fact that, being ‘cursed’ with beauty, 
no man seemed able to accept her intelligence and drive to succeed, 
which they seemed to think was the sole providence of men and sur- 
passingly ugly women. 


So, she’d place all that formidable drive into her work of raising the 
feminine gender to dominance... 


..and a few moments of anger had completely erased her ability to do 
that. 


Should she survive, and be rescued, she’d be a useless supernumerary. 
All her previous good work would be washed away as she became a 
laughing-stock. She’d be used as a prime example of why women 
shouldn’t be allowed to own and carry guns. Nobody would be able to 


take her, or her work, seriously. 
That, of course, was bad enough... 
..but, what was even worse, was the fact that she couldn’t swim. 


Living in New York, directing all her efforts to her work, she’d never 
taken the time to learn what she considered a ‘wasted’ skill - and now, 
when she would have needed it, she didn’t have it... 


..which meant, to survive, she would have had to ask Doug for help. 
Well, she’d always said that she’d ‘rather die then as a man for help’. 
Now she got to prove it... 


Doug was a strong swimmer, having swum and surfed the coast of 
Hawaii every chance he got. With a well-practiced stroke, his well-muscled 
body moved through the water as if native to the environment, and he 
quickly caught up to Sandy, who was just barely making headway. 


Pausing to remember what she was wearing, Doug grabbed the collar 
of her shirt. 


“Your denim skirt’s weighing you down..!” He shouted, treading water 
and supporting them both. “Take it off!” 


Unquestioningly, she followed his instructions - and did, indeed, find 
it much easier to swim unencumbered. Striking out, the two of them 
headed for the rocks of the shore line. 


It’s been said that about many things that it’s ‘all in the timing’ - and 
that was the literal truth as they watched the roiling surf slam against 
the rocks. Again grabbing Sandy’s collar, Doug held them afloat as he 
timed the action of the surf - and then, at precisely the right moment, 
began swimming strongly, still holding onto Sandy as he timed it so 
that they reached the rocks just as the surf was rolling out again, acting 
as a brake that let them reach the rock slowly. 


Spotting a narrow ledge a couple of feet above the water-line, Doug 


braced one knee against the rocks, ignoring the pain as his skin was 
abraded, and boosted Sandy upwards, until she could climb onto the 
narrow ledge. Turning, Doug lifted his legs and braced them against 
the wall to act as ‘shock absorbers’, using just his arms to stay afloat as 
he absorbed the hard punch of the next wave... 


..and then realized that there was no sign of Lydia. 


Douglas Fairchild Hughes had never lost a passenger - and he was 
damned if he was going to start now, even with such a waste of human 
skin as that damned feminist. 


Turning to Sandy, he told her to stay put - and then, despite her ob- 
jection, let the retreating wave carry him back out to sea. 


Though in good shape and a strong swimmer, Doug was rapidly tiring 
in the wind-tossed waves - but he nevertheless stroked strongly towards 
where the Island Queen was rapidly sinking. 


The right side float had cracked, and the plane was rolling slowly on 
that side, even as the water that had poured into the left-side cargo 
doors had created enough way to pull the tail under. The aircraft was 
basically hanging on it’s right-side pontoon, right wing point at a sixty- 
degree angle at the sky, with only the forward third of the plane still 
exposed - and, even that, only for a moment, as it was rapidly sliding 
deeper as the weight of the water pulled it under. 


Dodging the water-tight packages that had floated out the open cargo 
doors, Doug reached the pilot’s door of the Island Queen, lifting him- 
self up on the pontoon to grab the door and haul it open against the 
force of gravity... 


..and allowing water to gush into the cockpit as the plane began to 
make it’s final plunge, the water washing over the rest of the fuselage 
and dropping Doug into the flooded cockpit. 


Lydia was still strapped in her seat - and staring with sightless eyes 


towards the windshield, her body limp in the current’s grip. 

The wave that had dumped him into the cockpit hadn’t given him time 
to draw a breath, and his lungs were already burning - but Doug didn’t 
hesitate, hurriedly working to unstrap the limp feminist even as the 
plane continued to sink deeper and deeper... 

..and she suddenly thrashed, and tried to push him away. 

Unbelievable. 

Grabbing onto the seat to anchor himself, lungs about ready to burst, 
he looked at the resisting feminist and quite deliberately curled his 
hand into a fist... 

.. leaving one particular finger extended. 

Making sure she registered the gesture, he left the middle finger ex- 
tended - and used it to tap against the sign on the bulkhead above the 
windshield. 

The sign itself had been meant as something as a joke, as well as a 
form of reassurance for those nervous of flying - but now it was damned 
well literal as Doug tapped it. 

It read: Please be advised - this is a No Dying aircraft. 

Staring at him through narrowed eyes, Lydia lifted her hands... 

..then quickly unsnapped herself. 

A single second of watching her uncoordinated flapping in the water 
informed Doug of her limitations, and he grabbed the collar of her 
pantsuit and began swimming, aiming towards the low gleam of light 


that marked the surface. 


It seemed to take forever, and Doug’s muscles were burning as badly 


as his lungs were, but finally he broke the surface of the water, hauling 
Lydia’s head out as well, despite his urge to the contrary. 


Lydia blew out a big breath of stale air, drew in a deep one of fresh - 
and shouted; “I didn’t ask you to save me, you son of a bitch!” 


Doug started to retort, hotly - then paused, registering the tone of her 
voice. 


It hadn’t been: “I didn’t ask you to save me...” 

It had been: “I didn’t ask you to save me...” 

“You're right..” He finally shouted his reply. “I saved your sorry ass 
simply for my own reputation, and didn’t let you have any say in 
it - and Pl be glad to tell anybody who asks, that.” 

She blinked, startled - and he took her momentary lack of any resis- 
tance to drag her over to one of the large containers bobbing in the 
water. 

“Hold on to this...” He instructed, as he dragged the emergency kit out 
of the water. Muscles now complaining bitterly, he tread water as he 
pulled the thin, strong cord out of the kit, and tied one end to the handle 


on the container. 


Leaving her bobbing with the container to support her, Doug pushed 
off and strained towards the rocky shoreline. 


It took twice as long as it had before, but Doug finally managed to 
reach the ledge where Sandy had been waiting. 


“T was wotried for a minute there...!” She shouted above the wind. 


“So was I...” Doug admitted, slowly and painfully hauling himself onto 
the three-by-eight foot ledge. “Gimme a hand, would you...?” 


Within a few more minutes, Lydia had also joined them on the ledge, 


filling it completely. 


“Gimme a minute to rest up...” Doug said, wearily, “...and then I'll try 
and find a way up to the actual island. 


“Don’t bother...” Lydia said, imperiously - and then, standing, she 
pushed her glasses more firmly in place with a forefinger, tied the cord 
around her waist, and turned to face the rock wall. Without another 
word, she began easily scaling the jagged surface, her muscular body 
going up the forty-five degree slope with the agility of a mountain goat. 


“Must be all that experience climbing over the dead bodies of her com- 
petition...” Sandy remarked snidely. 


She climbed like her life depended on it. 


In a way, it did, Lydia mused, hands gripping the rock with all the 
power she had to give. 


Having been rescued - against her will, she could point out - she’d 
realized that maybe all wasn’t lost. 


Maybe she could redeem herself... 


All she had to do was become complete indispensable until they were 
rescued. 


To combat the snickers and sly remarks sure to be made about her 
role in their predicament, she had to perform so flawlessly, be so he- 
roic, that she could still be seen as a role-model for feminism. Indeed, if 
she proved herself better and more able then Doug in helping them to 
survive this situation, then perhaps she could even enhance her stand- 
ing. A little spin control, and Doug and Sandy could even be shown to 
be at fault for the crash - Doug, portrayed as an inept pilot, and the 
traitorous Sandy actually being the one who made the gun go off... 


It was possible - but first, ‘all’ she, Lydia Bertram Carruthers, had to do 
was single-handedly become the savior of the group, being more useful, 


hard-working, and all-around indispensable then a ‘mere’ man like Doug. 


With a tight grin on her lips, Lydia hauled herself over the last spur of 
rock, knowing she was already well on her way... 


“Okay - you can come up now...” She called. 


Ten minutes later, she helped Sandy off the rope, treating the traitor- 
ous bitch with more solicitousness then she deserved. Indeed, Lydia 
even went as far as to ease her onto the ground with a feigned question 
of concern, knowing that it would only add to the ‘legend’ she was cre- 
ating... 


..and, besides, it gave her a good excuse for not helping that damned 
man. Society, of both sexes. Would respect her for forgoing assisting a 
man in favor of one of her own. 


Then, an odd grunting sound made Lydia frown, and she turned to see 
Doug trying to haul the line up. 


“It might have been easier to haul that up if you’d remembered to 
untie the other end from that container...” Lydia said, managing to make 
‘snide’ sound ‘helpful’... 


..only to be forced to hide an angry sneer as Doug replied. 


“Left it... tied there... on purpose...” He grunted between heaves. “Never 
know... what might... be useful...” 


Damn. She should of thought of that - and, instead of helping her 
damned ex-secretary, been ready to haul it up herself, as soon as Doug 
was off the line. Now, the best she could do was pitch in and help... 


As soon as it was safely on solid ground, Doug dropped the rope, bent 
over and braced his arms on his knees, gasping for breath. Restraining 
a smirk, Lydia knelt beside the container to see what the ‘reward’ was... 


“Don’t... open.. it...” Doug gasped. “Still.. raining... Some.. stuff.. might.. 


get.. water.. damage...” 
Double damn. Lydia kept herself from cursing. 


“Well, we need to find shelter until the storm ends - and it’ll be night 
soon.” Lydia announced. “Doug, forgive me for saying so, but you’re 
winded, so I'll take the lead - and carry the container.” 


As Sandy and Doug shared a startled look at Lydia’s new-found help- 
fulness, the tall, toned woman picked up the container. 


“Shall we...?” She asked, politely enough - and then she headed off 
towards a game path that created a break in the heavy foliage. 


With really no choice, Doug and Sandy shared another look, then fol- 
lowed after her. 


The traveled down the dimly-lit path, out of the worst of the rain and 
wind. With a triple canopy above it’s broad trees, the forest was alive 
with the sounds of insects, animals and birds as they careful picked 
their way down the over-grown path. As they walked, They all occasion- 
ally winced - each having shed their shoes for the swim, they were bare- 
foot, and there were plenty of sharp stones to find tender feet on the 
path. 


Lydia winced more often then the other - from stubbed toes as well as 
bruised feet, since she was spending more time looking for a cave or 
overhand in the stone wall off to the right then where she was putting 
her feet. She was going to find some shelter, and have that to put under 
her belt along with the climb, and then... 

“Hold it...” Doug said. 

Lydia stopped and turned. “Oh - tired?” 


“Huh?” Doug grunted in surprise - then, amazingly, he smiled. “Actu- 


ally, yeah - but that’s not why I called a stop. I think I may have found 
our shelter.” 


Now it was Lydia’s turn to be startled. She began scanning the partially 
exposed rock face. “Where?” 


“Not over there - over here...” Doug said, tramping off the path and 
carefully into the forest. Further surprised, Lydia followed him, Sandy 
trailing behind, as they made their way to a clearing that had just barely 
been visible from the path. 


It was a scene that would have made a travel poster. There was an- 
other high, rock ledge on this side, though it had been much further 
back in the forest. A clear waterfall gushed down the ten-foot drop into 
a twenty-foot pool, before meandering away down a rain-swollen stream- 
bed. 


It was scenic.. but Lydia had to keep from smirking. “What shelter...?” 
“Oh - watch...” Doug said. 


Digging a large K-bar style knife from the emergency kit, Doug walked 
a short distance back into the jungle, and began hacking down some 
lengths of vine. 


Bemused, Lydia watched as he re-entered the clearing, walking directly 
to aspot along it’s edge, where the growth thinned down into the clear- 
ing itself. 


There was a small stand of six saplings that stood a way out from the 
jungle proper, in a rough circle - and as she watched, amazed, he used 
his body weight to haul one of them down. Tying a vine onto it’s end, he 
stood on the other end - then hauled the sapling opposite it down, then 
tied a vine from one to the other. 


One after the other, he hauled the other for saplings over into an arch 
- and used the first vine to bind it, until the six bent saplings formed a 


dome shape... 
..Which was about fifteen feet in size, and almost eight feet high. 


Throwing the two surprise women a wink, Doug went back into the 
jungle, returning a moment later with some more vines, and a bung of 
thick fern-like leaves - which he promptly began interlacing onto the 
framework, forming a frond roof. 


“Doug, you're a genius!” Sandy said, enthusiastically. 
“Used to be a boy scout...” Doug explained, modestly. 


“Here..” Lydia said, fighting to restrain her boiling anger. “Let me give 
you a hand...” 


Sandy also quickly volunteered to help, and twenty minutes later a 
thickly interlaced series of the huge, fan-like branches of the fern-like 
growth had formed a roof that came down to within three feet of the 
ground - except for where the are between two of the ‘posts’ had been 
left with a six-foot high gap as a door. 


There was also a two-foot hole in the very peak of the roof, which, 
while admittedly, didn’t allow much rain to enter, wasn’t a flaw that 
Lydia was constitutionally capable of letting go without a ‘well con- 
cealed’ gloat. 


“I guess I can stand on this container and get the gap you couldn’t 
reach...” She said. 


“Oh - don’t!” Doug said. “I don’t know about you, but I’m sick and tired 
of being cold and wet. That hole’s a smoke hole - I’m going to put a fire 
pit in. 


Grinding her teeth in what looked like a smile, Lydia pitched in, going 
to find rocks to ring the shallow pit Doug dug with the knife. 


Even then, he wasn’t done. As Lydia, upon volunteering, went off to 
find dry wood under the undergrowth, Doug showed even more ingenu- 
ity. 


Using more vines and ferns, he created a ‘hanging bed’ of criss-crossed 
vines, anchored from three of the ‘beams’, and the free end hooked to 
the ceiling beams, then the entire ‘spiderweb’ was covered with only the 
softest leaves. 


“There we are...” Doug said, standing back and looking at it with satis- 
faction as Lydia silently piled the wood into the pit. “It'll be a bit crowded, 
perhaps, but far better then sleeping on the ground.” 


“Very good...” Lydia said, with little conviction, as she got the fire go- 
ing. 


“Why don’t we get comfortable...?” Sandy said - and, with absolutely 
no shame, quickly shimmied out of her clothes, until she stood naked. 


The firelight flickered off a body that was taut and well shaped. One of 
those ‘petite’ girls, she was slender of build and short of height - but 
certainly didn’t lack for curves. Her legs, though not particularly long in 
the ‘long and sexy’ sense, were definitely well shaped - and the breasts 
that sat above the delightfully slender waist were an unmistakably natu- 
ral ‘D’ cup, which came as a pleasant surprise to Doug, and one less 
pleasant to Lydia, since to ‘fit in’ at the offices, Sandy had worn a 
minimizer bra. 


A bra that she now added to the growing fire. 


“Oh...” She said in a soft moan, gently massaging her own breasts. “It’s 
good to get rid of that. I think Torquemeda invented the damned thing 
- and it gets tighter when it’s wet...” 


In the flickering light, it was hard to tell - but Doug’s face seemed 
redder then usual as he slowly began stripping out of his clothes. He 
continued until he was down to his boxers, hanging the sopping gar- 
ments on the edge of the ‘bed’ near the fire... 
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..and trying damned hard to pretend that the obvious bulge in the 
boxers didn’t exist. 


Sandy caught Lydia’s eye, tilted her head slightly in Doug’s direction, 
and gave a wicked grin and a wink. 


Lydia shot a disapproving look back at her former employee - and 
made no move to remove any of her clothes at all. 


Unclasping the latches that held the lid tight to the rubber seal, Lydia 
flipped the large plastic case open... 
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“Great...” She snorted. “Stripper clothes...” 


Blinking, Doug leaned forward for a look, Sandy peering over his shoul- 
der. 


It was obviously wardrobe for the ‘big bust’ photoshoot he’d been fly- 
ing out to. Skimpy, tight, and/or garish clothing of every description. 


“Hey - at least there’s shoes!” Sandy said, reaching in an yanking out a 
pair of clear platform shoes with a six-and-a-half inch heel. Winking at 
Doug, she sat on the edge of the hanging bed and quickly tried them 
on... 


“Crap...” She muttered. “Too small...” 


“How can you even thinking of wearing such ridiculously impractical 
shoes...?” Lydia asked, her incredulous. 


“I like bare feet as much as the next gal...” Sandy said, not at all defen- 
sively. “However, I also like wearing shoes sometimes - and some of 
these shoes are really quite cool. Impractical, but cool...” 


With an odd look on his face, Doug watched the unashamedly naked 
blonde pick out another pair of shoes to try on. 


“Uh, Sandy...?” He asked, hesitantly voicing a question that had been 
looming larger in his mind for the past little while. “How on earth did 
you end up working at a feminist magazine...?” 


“Lied my ass off...” Sandy replied promptly, with a wicked grin. “I needed 
money, so I applied damned near everywhere, telling them whatever 
they want to hear. It just ended up that Miz Psycho-Bitch here was the 
one who bought the line of bullshit I was selling.” 


‘I will not kill her...’ Lydia told herself, sternly, as her face tightened. 
‘Homicide wouldn’t look good for the ‘legend’ I’m building myself...’ 
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“Well, I don’t know about you ladies, but I’m beat...” Doug announced. 
Rummaging around in the large container, he pulled out a pair of ny- 
lons, which he quickly stuffed a few soft items of clothing into, forming 
a rudimentary ‘pillow’ - while a long, soft gown would serve as a blan- 
ket. “I’m going to hit the sack...” 


“Good idea...” Sandy said, tossing the most recent pair of shoes back 
into the container. 


As Lydia watched with a studiously neutral expression, Sandy and Doug 
performed an amusing little dance as they tried to find a good position 
in the hanging bed. Given it’s nature, the bed sagged more from Doug’s 
muscular weight then from Sandy’s petite frame - which caused her to 
roll ‘downhill’ with a giggle, fetching up almost literally in Doug’s arms. 
This required some more tossing and turning, to find a position that 
both of the practically-intertwined people found comfortable, finally 
ending up with Doug laying near one corner, and Sandy laying nearly 
perpendicular to him, her head on his chest. 


“I think I'll stay up and tend the fire...” Lydia said, her tone making no 
bones about how she’d feel about stripping out of her wet clothes and 
‘cuddling up’ to a man in bed. 


“Have it your own way, Boss...” Sandy said, with a giggle. “I’m perfectly 
comfy right here...” 


‘I bet you are, you deceitful little tramp...’ Lydia thought to herself - 


but she kept her peace, tending the fire as the other two drifted off to 
sleep. 
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Vay “Two 


“Mmmm....” Sandy murmured, sleepily. “S’mthing smells won’erful...” 
Eyes fluttering open, Doug realized two things simultaneously... 


His arm were full of a warm, naked woman who, sometime in the night, 
has slid into him and now lay half-atop him, her firm breasts pressed 
firmly against his side, and; 


Something did, indeed, smell wonderful. 


“Wake up, sleepy-heads!” Lydia trilled out, cheerfully. “Otherwise, Pl 
assume you don’t want the wonderful breakfast I’ve made, and Pl eat it 
all myself - yum, yum!” 


Not sure what to be more amazed by, Lydia’s cheerful tone, or the fact 
she’d dug up something to eat, Doug and Sandy worked at the delicate 
task of getting out of the hanging bed. 


Despite a poor night’s sleep on the cold, hard ground, Lydia felt she 
had every right to be cheerful - whereas her plan might have faltered 
yesterday, she’d applied herself, and this morning everything was go- 
ing perfectly. 


“Wow...” Doug said, appreciatively. “You’ve been busy.” 
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“Well, I wanted to get an early jump on things...” Lydia said, tending to 
the cooking. Usually, she would have felt angry that a woman was ‘auto- 
matically’ relegated to cooking in a situation, but today it only made her 
proud - proud of the fact that she could finally show-up these other 
two, and continue building her legend. 


This would certainly go a long way towards that, she thought with a 
hidden grin. 


Having arisen earlier, more out of discomfort then anything, she’d used 
the knife to alter her pantsuit, cutting it into a pair of shorts and a T- 
shirt to help combat the slowly-but-surely growing heat of the day. A 
check of what she thought of as ‘the costume box’ had turned up a pair 
of footwear that, although weren’t exactly perfect, were at least accept- 
able - and, miracle of miracles, the black leather ‘Goth’ boots with the 
three inch block heels actually fit. 


She’d then set out to forage for food - and, bringing her goodies back 
to the little ‘hut’, had strained her ingenuity into a method of preparing 
it to ‘legendary’ standards. 


The ‘costume box’ had supplied the implement: A breast plate. 

Part of a sexy ‘Roman Centurion’ costume, the steel breastplate had 
been custom-made to fit the endowments of a woman who’s obviously 
surgically enhanced breasts were each the size of a cantaloupe. Placed 
face-down over the fire pit on a jury-rigged frame, these allowed Lydia 
to have a pair of good-sized ‘pots’, and the flat stomach was her ‘skillet’. 

Now, she smiled and carefully held up one of her creations. 

“Island Breakfast Burritos!” She announced. “Mushrooms, wild pota- 
toes and nuts, seasoned with herbs and chives, rolled in a boiled-then- 
fried banana leaf. Served with a side of fresh breadfruit. Delicious...!” 


“Smells fantastic...!” Sandy said, reaching for the offered food. 
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“Um...” Doug said, hesitantly. “Are you sure everything’s safe to eat...?” 


“What do you take me for, and idiot...?” Lydia snapped, her lack of 
sleep momentarily letting her natural persona break through her ‘leg- 
endary’ facade. She recovered quickly. “Look, Doug, I know you’re being 
cautious, but I nibbled at everything while I collected it, and at the three 
prior versions of the ‘burrito’ that I did to find the best mix, and I feel 
fine. Stop worrying...” 


“Okay...” Doug said, not really mollified, but willing to chance it to 
keep the fragile peace. He accepted his own burrito - and had to admit, 
it was pretty damned good. 


Aside from the occasional muffled compliment to the chef, the next 
while passed in silence as they voraciously ate the breakfast Lydia had 
created, both hunger and appreciation for the food causing them to 
gobble down as many as she could make. Finally, too stuffed for an- 
other bite, the three leaned back from the fire. 


“That was delicious, Lydia...” Doug said, muffling an enormous belch 
behind a balled hand. “Oh - I ate way too much...” 


“Me, too..” Sandy agreed, rubbing her slender stomach. “Geez, Lydia, I 
have to hand it to you - I never expected world-class cooking on a de- 
serted isle...” 


“Yes, pretty damned good,” Lydia said, smugly, “Even if I do say so 
myself...” 


She started to rise - then paused, grimaced, and rolled her shoulders 
uncomfortably. 


Doug caught the motion, and raised and eyebrow questioningly. 


“When we get back...” Lydia declared. “I’m going to have a word with 
the seamstress. This outfit is not supposed to shrink...” 
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Lydia’s face took on a slightly reddish cast - that actually went quite 
fetchingly with her auburn hair - as Doug and Sandy almost instinc- 
tively glanced at the salmon-colored fabric of her hastily-made ‘T-shirt’. 


“Um...” Doug said, noncommittally. 


Sandy, however, snickered. “Maybe one of the outfits from the con- 
tainer would fit better...” 


Lydia’s strong jaw tightened, and the ice blue eyes behind the glasses 
narrowed. 


“Now, now...” Doug said, holding up his hands. “Play nice, ladies...” 


“Oh, Miz Ice-Bitch has been ‘playing nice’...” Sandy said, also rising to 
be ‘one equal footing’ with Lydia as she stared at her former boss across 
the fire pit. “Which is exactly why I don’t trust her. She’s up to some- 
thing.” 


Lydia was taller, more muscular, and more contemptuously cool, while 
Sandy was shorter, more agile, and with a fiery temper. Having already 
seen the two women fighting, Doug knew that it wasn’t nearly the mis- 
match it might have seemed... 

..SO he quickly moved to intervene. 


The only place he could. 


Wincing, he straddled the fire pit, grinding his teeth as he faced Sandy 
directly. 


“Yes, she is ‘playing nice’ - and so should you.” He said, quietly but 
firmly. “We don’t need this - not here, not now.” 


“We’re here and now because of her!” Sandy flared. “She damned near 


killed us, treated both of us like shit - but then she turns around and 
carries a heavy box for awhile and cooks a nice breakfast, and we’re 
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supposed to forget all about that, and be buddies...?” 


Doug didn’t even so much as glance over his shoulder. With the liquid 
speed of a striking snake, his muscular arm lashed out, hand upraised 
with the palm out... 


..to press firmly on Lydia’s breastbone, stopping short the ‘charge’ 
that had barely stated. 


Both the nearly precognizant astuteness of his judgment and the nearly 
frightening speed of the movement did more then physically stop Lydia’s 
incipient attack - it stopped both women dead in their tracks, each of 
them realizing they may have misjudged the unassuming pilot. 


Still ignoring his slowly roasting legs, the nearly-nude pilot neverthe- 
less managed to convey both authority and confidence as he spoke, fac- 
ing Sandy but speaking to both women. 


“We could have died when the plane went down.” He said, firmly. “In 
fact, let’s pretend that ‘we’ did, since everything about those lives is now 
moot, at least for now. I say that we’re each a new person, and that our 
new lives are defined by our actions since the instant we first touched 
the island, and nothing from before that matters. From this point on, we 
judge each other only by what they say and do since getting on the is- 
land, agreed...?” 


Sandy stared into Doug’s eyes for a long moment - then let a puff of 
breath, and agreed. 


Turning his head and peering over his shoulder, Doug prompted Lydia; 
“Agreed...?” 


It couldn’t have fit Lydia’s scheme more perfectly. She grinned and nod- 
ded. “Utterly agreed.” 


“Good...” Doug said - and then, with a howl, leapt off of the fire pit, 
rubbing his singed leg hairs. 
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For wildly differing reasons, the two women rushed to be the first to 
assist him - which resulted in Doug sitting on the edge of the bed, with 
one woman gently stroking a singed leg. 


Sandy’s stroking was more energetic, and tended to roam a bit higher 
then was strictly necessary, resulting in a flush as some blood rushed in 
the opposite direction, and a wicked smile on her face. 


Strangely enough, it was Lydia’s touch that was the most tender, shock- 
ing the hell out of him and making him reconsider several assumptions 
he had about her. 


Not knowing that she was quite literally forcing herself to be as utterly 
tender as humanly possible for her ‘legend’, he looked down at her. 
Idly, he noticed the faint, firm hint of cleavage the strained top did, 
indeed show - but the position denied him the chance to note that the 
‘shorts’, of the same fabric, fit as perfectly as they were supposed to. 
“Thank you...” He said, softly. 

Startled, Lydia looked up... 

..flustered. 

She’d fully considered the effect her ‘legend’ would have, in the end - 
but, all things considered, it had never occurred to her what it’s more 


immediate effects might be. 


“You ’re.. welcome..” She said, awkwardly - not sure what bothered her 
more; the fact that amere man was enjoying something she was doing... 


..or the fact that his thanks kindled a small, but definite warmth in 
her. 


“I. don’t think there’s any permanent damage...” Lydia said, awkwardly, 
pulling away and standing... 
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..and finding Sandy had also stood, and was now directly in front of 
her, looking up at her. 


“Doug wants us to give a shot at being friends...” The emotional blonde 
said. “If that’s what he wants, I’m willing to give it a shot - for his sake, 
if not yours.” 


Keeping a tight rein on her anger, Lydia managed a smile. “I hope, 
eventually, that it’ll be for my sake, too.” 


“Good...” Sandy said - and then, pausing only long enough to shoot a 
very mischievous smile at Doug, the lithe little blonde leapt at the taller 
woman, arms whipping out towards Lydia’s neck... 


..where the wrapped around the back of the taller woman’s strong 
neck as her legs wrapped around Lydia’s waist, and Sandy pressed her 
full lips firmly against the feminist’s. 


Shocked, Lydia didn’t do anything but try and retain her balance as 
the blonde kissed her - enthusiastically. 


Then, still before Lydia had regained her emotional balance, the petite 
blonde shimmied down her, hurried over to Doug - and gave him a kiss 
as eagerly enthusiastic as the one-sided on she’d given Lydia. 

This one, however, was returned - after a second’s pause, to be sure, 
but with a somewhat more restrained enthusiasm, returned nonethe- 
less. 

‘This woman loves and hates with all she’s got...’ Doug thought, be- 
mused, as Sandy’s tongue played a virtuoso performance against his 
own. 

With a big smile, Sandy finally broke the kiss - and turned to Lydia. 


“Okay, your turn to ‘kiss and make-up’...” she said, gesturing at Doug. 
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Lydia’s jaw gaped. 


“That’s.. really not necessary...” Doug said, standing up. Blushing, he 
shot a dark glance at Sandy, then thrust a hand out to Lydia. “A hand- 
shake will do...” 


Lydia glanced at Sandy, with her wicked smile and shining eyes, and 
knew that she was expected to ‘chicken out’... 


..and being the contrary bitch that she was, Lydia grabbed tight to her 
hate, shoved it momentarily into a deep, dark corner of her mind, and 
firmly fixed the though of showing up the little tramp in the center of 
her forebrain. 


All this happened in an instant - so, it seemed there wasn’t even a 
momentary pause as Lydia stepped forward, wrapped her strong arms 
around a very startled man’s shoulders, and proceeded to kiss the hell 
out of him. 


‘I can’t believe I’m doing this...’ Lydia thought to herself in self-disgust 
as she put every ounce of skill and attention into outdoing the blonde’s 
kiss. It was the very though she’d expected to have... 


..but another thought, unbidden, shocked the hell out of her as it zipped 
across her conscious mind. 


‘I can’t believe I’m enjoying this...’ She found herself thinking. 

Shocked and more then a bit worried by the strange consideration, she 
broke the kiss - and the sight of Sandy’s slack-jawed face made the 
whole thing worthwhile. 

“Thank you, Doug...” She said, sweetly, just to rub it in - then, without 
so much as another glance at the petite blonde, Lydia turned away and 
headed for the door. “I’m going to start gathering food for our ‘larder’. 
Pll be back in a bit...” 


As she vanished out he door, Sandy gaped at Doug. 
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“She kissed you...” Sandy said, slowly. “I mean, really kissed you...” 


“She sure as hell did...” Doug replied, equally stunned - and then he 
shook his head to clear it. 


It wasn’t easy. He’d just had two utterly different women in his arms, 
each one kissing the hell out of him. If his life had depended on it, he 
couldn’t have declared one better then the other - but the techniques 
and the sensations were completely different, leaving his red-blooded- 
American-male mind doing some quite enjoyable comparisons, whether 
he wanted it to or not. 


Sandy looked at the strange expression on his face, and had a fairly 
good idea what was going through his head... 


..and cursed herself roundly for her little plan, because it had back- 
fired completely, and a hint of jealousy gnawed at her heart as she 
realized that she might have competition in this little game, after all. 


“Tm going to see if I can find a path down to the lagoon...” Sandy said, 
pulling on her now-dry clothes. “I used to do some spear-fishing with 
my dad, and the lagoon might have something worthwhile in it.” 


“Okay...” Doug said, shaking his heads again. “I’m going to gather some 
firewood - not only for cooking, but also for a signal fire.” 


The two of them parted, each with their own thoughts... 


‘What the hell’s going on with me...?’ Lydia wondered as she walked, 
unseeing, through the jungle. ‘That’s the first time I’ve kissed a guy 
since, what, the tenth grade...? I know why I did it... but why did I enjoy 
it so much...?’ 


Almost unconsciously, Lydia’s hand rose and lightly began to caress 
the taut fabric straining over one firm breast, her mind a million miles 


32 


away as she tromped through the foliage. 


‘Not just the kiss, either...’ She though, as a soft, pleasurable sigh 
escaped her lips, unheard by her own ears. ‘Just having my arms around 
a.. a man! ...felt good. Well, not just any man - even now, the thought of 
doing that to somebody like Jackson, in accounting, or that idiot editor 
at the Post, Willis ,gives me the creeps. Why do I find the thought of 
touching... kissing.. holding... Doug so less objectionable...?’ 


Another sigh slipped her lips as her fingers nimbly undid the buttons 
of the painfully taut shirt, and now her other hand also rose as she 
unconsciously slowed to a stop. Unerringly, each hand went to a fully- 
engorged nipple, lightly squeezing and caressing the sensitive pink nubs 
before moving to do a caressing sweep of each full, softly firm mound. 


‘God, why does he have to be so infuriatingly unsexist...?’ Lydia said to 
herself, not even realizing she’d leaned back against the bole of a handy 
tree and was slowly sinking to the ground, hands working ceaselessly 
on her pale, sensitive breasts. ‘If he was your typical macho idiot, it’d be 
so much easier to hate him - and maybe I wouldn’t have enjoyed kissing 
him, then...’ 


Sitting on the ground, she let her head loll back, eyes closing as one 
hand slowly slipped southward. 


‘Why did I enjoy it so much...?’ She asked herself again. Used to be so 
sure of herself, this confusion was so strange - and, yet, also strangely 
exciting. ‘He barely even kissed me back. I mean, sure, I took him by 
surprise - but, until that second, he didn’t see me as a sexual figure...’ 


A frown crossed her brow even as a gasp of pleasure fled her lips as 
her short-nailed finger slid under the fabric of her shorts and lightly 
slid over the dewy nib of her clit. 


‘That’s it...’ She thought to herself. ‘Until I made myself a sexual figure 


in his eyes, I was just another person. An equal. Oh, he thought I was an 
asshole, to be sure - but an equal asshole. The reason I enjoyed kissing 
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him so much was.. because.. I want him to see me as a pleasurable 
equal, instead... no, that can’t be right.. why would I want to have a 
man, even aman like Doug, find me pleasurable. Even if he is kind... and 
strong.. and honest.. and oh, quite so damned handsome...’ 


With a mental image of Doug firmly fixed in the forefront of her mind, 
Lydia began masturbating frantically, her other hand kneading and fon- 
dling her full breast with a passion. 


“Why... did.. I say... spearfishing....?” Sandy asked herself in alow, gasp- 
ing moan. “Shoulda.. came up.. with a better.. excuse...” 


Well, she couldn’t damn well have told him the real reason she was off 
to find a private spot, she thought. 


Crouched on her knees, braced on one elbow, she was using her other 
hand to make good use of the hot-pink dildo she’d found in the con- 
tainer the night before. 


Eyes closed, she rocked her hips as she worked the dildo with fast, 
deep strokes, imagining that it wasn’t mere plastic, but a living organ 
attached to a specific individual. 


The problem was, another individual kept wanting to intrude on the 
imagined scene - and that individual didn’t even have the organ she was 
trying to mentally simulate. 


“God... so... horny...!” Sandy gasped, increasing the pace of her frantic 
thrusting. The strong urge for Doug she could understand - but why the 
hell couldn’t she get the memory of kissing that damned bitch out of 
her mind? 


She settled down into simply focusing on the sensations of what she 


was doing, trying to erase the unwanted presence from her mind. She 
focused on the waves of pleasure coming from inside the warm damp- 
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ness inside her, waves that sent shivers through the muscles of her 
rocking hips and bracing legs. She concentrated on the sensations for 
her firm, full breasts, the way they bounced and swayed with every 
move she made - and she was so horny, that the sensations from her 
breast seemed even more heightened then usual, as if there were more 
bouncing and swaying going on then there actually was. 

God, she loved her tits. She’d hated having to ‘hide’ them, cramping 
them in a minimizing bra. She liked having large, firm breasts that a 
man’s strong hand could fondle and touch... 


..of course, Lydia had strong hands, too - and, from Doug’s reactions 
to having her tend his leg earlier, she could be gentle, too... 


Well.. what if she imagined both of them, at the same time. 
What the hell - why not...? 
Oh - Oh, yes - that was a nice thought. 


Maybe Lydia wasn’t such a bitch. Maybe, if she choose to, she could be 
as nice as Doug. She could at least fantasize about it, right? 


What the hell... 

Smiling, Sandy let her imagination run rampant as she luxuriated in 
the sensations. The way her tits bounced and swayed. The way the air 
felt moving over her fully-erect nipple, the way... 


Ouch! 


Okay - ignore the occasional spike of pain as the nipple dragged over 
a pebble on the ground, and just... 


Wait a second...! 


What the hell...? 
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It wasn’t until her orgasm actually hit that Lydia became conscious of 
the fact that she’d just been frantically masturbating to an image of 
Doug. 


“What the hell...?” She gasped, eyes flying open as, instinctively, her 
hands moved to closed the fabric of her cutoff pantsuit... 


“What the hell...?” She screamed, as her hands tugged fabric - and 
came up a good two inches shy. 


She stared downward... 


What the hell...? 


“Doug...?” 


Pausing in the act of building a large signal fire in the center of the 
clearing, Doug lifted his head and glanced around with a puzzled ex- 
pression. 


Except for himself, the clearing was empty. Shaking his head, he reached 
for another stick... 


“Psst! Doug...!” 

Doug straightened. 

“Lydia...?” He said, uncertainly - because, though the voice sounded 
like the feminist’s, he’d never heard - never imagined - that tone of 
voice, one that combined two things of equally unlikely nature for the 
strong-willed woman. 


Embarrassment... 
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..and husky arousal. 


“I. I’m over here...” That voice, both so like and so different then Lydia’s 
said, from the edge of the clearing - and some low brush moved. 


“Lydia, what...?” Doug said, starting in her direction... 


“Please - don’t!” She said, quickly. Doug stopped, even more confused. 

“Doug.. there’s something... ‘wrong’...” She said - and the odd way she 
said that last word, almost as if forcing it out, hit Doug even harder 
then the otherwise strange tone of her voice. 


“What do you mean...?” HE asked, carefully, highly uncertain in the 
strange situation. 


“I, uh... I think maybe the plants here cause, um.. some sort of... hor- 
monal effect.. in women...” Lydia’s strangely-toned voice said. “That 
brochure, on the islands, mentioned that isolated islands can develop 
a micro-ecology, and sometimes vary greatly from, uh, normal ecology. 
I think that’s what happened on this island...” 


“Lydia - what are you talking about...?” Doug said, unthinkingly taking 
a few more steps in concern. “What’s wrong...” 


Lydia moaned. 
A moan of barely restrained desire. 


“Please.. stop there...” Lydia gasped. “Doug, I... I... 


She paused, and Doug strained against his natural inclination to run 
towards her. 


“Tm so horny...” Lydia moaned in shame and desire. “God, Doug, just 
seeing you, make me want to.. .no, don’t think about it.. don’t...” 
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“Lydia...?” Doug exclaimed, shocked... 
..and, to his disgust, aroused. 


“There’s more..” Lydia gasped. ‘My... My breasts are also... um... getting 
bigger...” 


Doug simply gaped at that news. 
“Since.. Since there’s nothing else to eat on the Island..” Lydia said “I 
think it best if Sandy and I sort of find a place of our own, at least until 


we get a handle on... on controlling... certain urges...” 


The way she pronounced that word told Doug, more then anything, 
just how powerful those urges must be. 


“Well...” He said, mind spinning - and a somewhat unwanted erection 
straining his shorts. “Look, maybe there’s some way...” 


“Please..” Lydia said - and it was literally begging. “Please, just agree, 
because... because, right now, a very large part of me wants you to 
argue. Right now.. if you asked me to come there and.. and have sex 
with you... I'd do it... gladly...” 

Doug gaped in the direction of the brush. 


“Are.. are you going to ask me to come have sex with you...?” Lydia 
asked in a little-girl type voice. 


“Um...” Doug said, shorts straining. 
“Please..?” She nearly whimpered. “I... rm so horny...” 
Doug very barely managed to hang onto self-control with both hands. 


“Why.. Why don’t you and Sandy take the hut, and, um.. maybe.. uh, 
‘help’ each other as best you're able, and...” 
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“No...!” 
This lustful female voice came from the other side of the clearing. 


“No..” Sandy repeated, a little less forcefully. “I.. I think it best if Lydia 
and I were separated, as well...” 


A charged silence followed the announcement, the implications obvious 
- and, to everybody involved, illicitly enticing in different ways. 


“Ohhhh-kaayyy...” Doug said, slowly. “If you think it’s best. I... I’m going 
to pile all the extra stuff in the center of the clearing, then take a walk to 
forage for some food...” HE pointed “...in that direction. You ladies can.. 
supply yourself, perhaps Lydia first, then Sandy...” 


Still trying to wrap his mind around the sudden turn of events the situ- 
ation had taken, Doug headed into the hut to gather up everything that 
could be shared. 


Laying her bundle of possessions down on the bank, Lydia leaned over 
the pool in the center of the small clearing she’d chosen for her new 
home. 


From behind her glasses, hot eyes surveyed the reflection the pool pre- 
sented. 


The tall, muscular frame was the same as always - but it looked notice- 
ably different with the way her breasts thrust so firmly from her ribcage, 
each slightly pointed mound proudly standing in a way that emphasized 
her expansion from a ‘mere’ B-cup to a taut double-D. 


What really worried her was how much she was enjoying her enlarged 
endowments... 


Almost as if under separate control, her hands once again rose to touch 
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the firm new mounds thrust from the parted fabric of her pantsuit. 
They were so firm, and soft, and sensitive, and the enlarged - and fully 
engorged - nipples were only more so. 


She’d always held large-breasted women in distaste - but now that her 
own mounds were growing, she was finding all sorts of good points to 
being buxom. 


Like the fact that there was more flesh to transmit pleasure as her 
hands began kneading her 
breasts, and she found herself 
imagining that it was Doug’s 
hands doing the... 


With a twitch of her strong legs, 
she pushed herself forward. 


With a gasp, she surfaced in the 
pool, shivering from the sudden 
submersion in the icy water. 


Somewhat ‘calmed’ by the sud- 
den plunge, Lydia pulled herself 
from the pool, and set about the 
task of building herself a ‘Doug- 
style’ shelter... 


..which wasn’t easy, when her 
hands kept wanting to stray back 
to her slowly swelling breasts. 


In the flat, gleaming surface of 
the ‘backplate’ from the armor 
costume, Sandy smiled at her re- 
flection and slowly preened. 





“God, Iam hot...” She whispered 
to her reflection. Luxuriously, 


she stretched, enjoying the shift and sway of the melon-like breast that 
thrust roundly from her chest. 


Sighing softly in pleasure, she slowly sank to the ground, one hand 
rising to her firm, round new bust, while the other reached out for the 
plastic phallus. 


In her current state, having either Doug or Lydia around would have 
raised her to such a fever-pitch that she wouldn’t have been able to 
function, something she didn’t want. Sandy enjoyed the physical side 
of life, but didn’t want to be the proverbial ‘mindless slut’. 


However, she had no problem with the idea of being ‘simply’ highly- 
charged. After all, she'd managed to not only hold off on this until 
she’d put together a lashed-vine-and-stick framework to cover the front 
to the stone overhand she now called home, but she’d even managed to 
enjoy the rising sexual frustration, knowing the more she denied it, the 
better it would feel when she did this... 


With a gasp and giggle of pleasure, the sexual open woman 
unashamedly began to masturbate again, imagining her little pink friend 
to be Doug - and the long-nailed hand teasing one fully erect nipple to 
be Lydia’s... 


Watching the sun slowly sink over the edge of the island, Doug mood- 
ily fed another branch into the fire... 


..and worried. 
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Day ‘Taaee 


Finishing her morning meal, Sandy lit out a burp. Climbing to her feet, 
she placed the remaining roots, leaves and nuts into the small purse 
she was using as a larder, then slowly strutted over to the mirror, know- 
ing that soon the raging hormones that had subsided during the night 
would be kicking in again. 


She posed in the metal mirror, smiling at the reflection. The white patent 
leather platform pumps were doing wonderful things to the contour of 
her ‘okay’ legs - and the seven-and-a-half-inch heels made her already 
spectacular ass utterly mind-blowing under the plaid-patterned spandex 
skirt. 


Unfortunately, the tied-off white blouse she wore didn’t do nearly as 
good a job showcasing her spectacularly round new breasts, but it was 
one of the few tops that fit her - and this caused a giggle - ‘small’ chest. 


It wasn’t a situation that would long last, she knew. 


She’d done some careful charting. She’d stuffed herself with Lydia’s 
cooking yesterday - and, apparently, both the amount, and the way the 
food had been prepared, had caused a much stronger reaction then 
otherwise happened. Yesterday’s breakfast had caused a ‘bell curve’ of 
growth over a three-hour period. She’d gained three cup sizes, just 
from that one meal, with the majority of the growth accruing during the 
‘middle’ hour. 
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Last night’s self-gathered dinner of raw - but tasty - nuts and tubers 
had caused a ‘mere’ cup’s worth of growth, putting her new breasts at 
an amazingly firm FFF-cup that fit into this, the smallest of the ‘big 
bust’ stars tops. 


‘Amazingly firm’ - but not as spherically round as some of the surgi- 
cally-enhanced women must be. No, hers were still obviously all ‘real’, 
though amazingly firm. Instead of spheres that thrust roundly straight 
out, they were spherical-ended truncated ‘teardrops, that hung - and 
moved - natural. 


“These babies would make me rich back home...” Sandy said, lightly 
caressing her newly enlarged breasts - and already excited at the pros- 
pect of two or three more cup-sizes today, depending on how much she 
chose to eat. 


That, in turn, would depend on just how much constant arousal she 
could stand. 


While the growth was a three-hour bell-curve, the arousal effect was 
much different. Kicking in about an hour after eating, hormone produc- 
tion took off like a rocket, and stayed peaked for anywhere between 
four and six hours before slowly tapering off. 


It was also cumulative. If she ate more while on a ‘sexual high’, it just 
got higher - which was why she was still debating the concept of ‘lunch’, 
knowing that for a good two hours after the lunch high joined the break- 
fast high, she’d be doing nothing but masturbating wildly. 


Not that it wasn’t an attractive enough idea, she thought with another 
long, slow smile to herself... 


Staring at the small pile of roots and tubers in the reddish light of the 
setting sun. Lydia rocked back and forth, knees pulled tight against 
breasts that remained unchanged from their enlarged size of the day 
before. 
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Her stomach was angrily demanding attention. 


Not surprising, as she’d spent nearly the whole day running and swim- 
ming. 

It had been a vain attempt to mute the thoughts of her own mind. She 
hadn’t been swift enough to outrun them, nor had the water been cold 
enough to quench them. 


She’d eaten nothing since breakfast yesterday, and the ‘hormone high’ 
had slowly subsided. Her mind had once again become her own... 


..SO She didn’t have any good excuse for the unwanted thoughts that 
ran through it. 


She was still thinking about Doug. 

Yesterday, she’d literally begged him to have sex with her. Her, who 
had never actually lain with a man, had begged a man to ‘order’ her to 
come have sex with him - and she’d felt bitter disappointment when he 
hadn’t. 

She still did. 


She was no longer hormonally super-charged - yet she still wanted to 
please Doug. 


It was more then just sexual, something she couldn’t have claimed at 
the time she’d made the offer. Now that the mind-clouding arousal was 
gone, though, she found herself still wanting to be with Doug, in any 
sense of the word. To feel him close, and know that he enjoyed her 
being there. 

She wanted Doug to like her... 

.. the way she liked him. 


It wasn’t that she didn’t want to be in love with Doug. It was that she 
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didn’t want to want to be in love with him - much less strongly attracted 
to him, sexually. 


Which she was. 


She was afraid of what she might do if she ate the food, and hit that 
high again. 


She might actually go through with the things she was contemplating. 


Things that ran directly contrary to everything she’d thought herself to 
be. 


She was still staring at the place the food was when the sun was long 
gone, and it was too dark to see. 


Doug paced back and forth in front of the hut, stomach’s complaints 
unnoticed. 


It was well past sunset - but Doug hadn’t even tried to sleep. 

Last night’s attempt had been a nightmare-riddled horror, in which 
each woman had suffered one form of death or pain after another. Falls 
down cliffs, legs broken in hidden holes in a path, drowning - one dire 
event after another had surfaced in his worried brain and dragged him, 
screaming, out of his fitful slumber. 


Gnawing his lower lip, Doug continued to pace - and to worry.. 
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Day Foun 


Gingerly, Lydia nibbled on another nut. 

“Nothing to worry about...” She assured herself, finishing the third 
‘just one more’ nut - and reaching for a fourth. “Doug didn’t take me up 
on my offer. He still won’t He’s a nice guy. I’m safe...” 


Swallowing the last of the nut, she looked at the diminished pile of 
food, now consisting to tubers and mushrooms. 


“Tl be okay...” She said, reaching for another... 

Sweating, Doug worked with more energy then strictly necessary, hol- 
lowing out the halved branch. 

It was the third such ‘pipe’, the other two branches spit, hollowed and 
bound back together by vines as he worked at supplying running water 


to the hut. 


A hut already larger then it had been the day before, thanks to the hard 
- nearly frantic - work Doug had put in on it. 


He’d started work at first light - and had been working ceaselessly in 
the twelve hours since, ignoring the growing exhaustion. 
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No - not ignoring. 
Reveling in. 


The ‘make work’ he was doing had two reasons. The first being the 
fact that he had to range far afield to gather the materials - and so, if he 
should ‘just happen’ to stumble upon one of the women, either in per- 
fect health or in need of help, he had a good reason. 


He hadn’t - and that explained the second rea- 
son. 













Maybe, utterly exhausted, he’d be able to sleep 
tonight. 


He hoped... 


Finishing the one half of the pipe segment, 
he didn’t even pause to wipe the sweat from 
his brow as he reached for the other half. 


Frowning slightly, Sandy double-checked 
her finding with the length of scored vine 
she was using as a ‘tape measure’. 


There was no doubt about it. Her body 
was slowly becoming ‘used’ to the un- 
known agent causing the changes. The 
breast growth was slipping off, as was 
the hormonal highs as her body 
adapted. 


Part of her was happy to know that 
it was happening... 


..While another part of her was as 
pissed as hell. 


She’d always liked big breasts. She’d always wanted really, really big 
breasts - but she could never get over her fear and dislike of surgery, 
ruling out the chance for enlargement. 


Now that a way to get larger breasts had almost literally landed in her 
lap, she felt cheated as it began to slip away. 


Walking over, she stopped in front of the mirror and surveyed herself 
critically in the gleaming metal. 


The GGG-cup bra was too tight - but the HHH-cup bra was a little 
loose. 


The growth was slowing - and she was still well shy of the size she’d 
set her min on. 


The size of the largest top in her little collection. 


Reaching over, the petite blonde picked up the massive garment and 
held it wistfully in front of her chest, dreaming of being able to fill it 
with firm, round breast flesh. Breasts so big and round and proud that 
they couldn’t possibly be overlooked or ignored - the way she some- 
times was, simply because of her small stature. 


Sandy spent much of her time going to great lengths to get the most 
out of her petite body. Careful exercise for the best physique, toned but 
not overly muscled. Careful make-up, carefully styled hair. Nails per- 
fectly cared for. Every single thing she could do to make the most of an 
unimpressive body that nature had seen fit to give her... 


..except for her tits. Her tit, large as they were, had been her best 
feature, the one thing men bothered to find noticeable on an otherwise 
cute-but-unremarkable body. 


It wasn’t enough, though - not nearly enough. 
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Placing the massive garment back in it’s place of honor, the petite 
blonde walked over to her purse/larder, ready for her ‘after dinner 
snack’... 








Day Five 


“He doesn’t really hate me...” Lydia tried to assure herself, forlornly. “I 
mean, he... I’ve been a bitch, because I wanted him to hate me, like I 
hated him, but.. But he doesn’t hate me.. does he..?” 


She quickly gulped down another tuber, trying to amplify a ‘sexual 
high’ that was much too little for her peace of mind. 


The conviction that Doug had turned her down because he despised 

her had begun that morning, when she’d woken free of the constant 
high her overeating of the day before had generated. 
Now, as she shifted position, barely aware of the shifting of her consid- 
erably enlarged bust, she was near tears as she tried desperately to 
recapture the mindless happiness of the high. Inexplicably, the food 
didn’t seem to be working as well as it should, and she was forcing 
more and more of it down in an attempt to get ‘drunk’ on the effects. 


“I mean, just because I almost got us killed, treated him like shit from 
the second I laid eyes on him...” She started - then stopped, unable to 
find a way to end that line of thought in a satisfactory manner. 


“He said it was a fresh start...” She told herself, reaching for another 
root. “He said do...” 
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She swallowed the root damned near whole. 


“So why did he turn me down...?” She asked herself. “He wouldn’t have 
turned Sandy down...” 


She gulped a handful of nuts convulsively. 
“Maybe... Maybe he does hate me...” She whispered, in a sob. 
She’d been beautiful. She had been, once - truly beautiful... 


..and men had tried to make use of it. men had tried to take sexual 
advantage of her. 


In short - one man, a drunk, slobbering man, had tried to rape her. 


She’d told herself that she’d hated him for that - but, even then, she’d 
known the truth. 


She’d hated herself. She’d been hating herself for years, now. That’s 
why she’d tried body-building, to become too ‘masculine’ for any man 
to want her - and had failed. 

So she’d become a card-carrying man-hating bitch, keeping men away 
in a stew of hate, so that she could blame them, not herself. So she 
could hide the fact that the person she really hated was her... 

.. because that’s whose fault the near-rape had been. 

She’d been so desperate. 

Sixteen. Sixteen, and desperately in love with the thought of being in 
love - and so sure that the handsome, muscular star of the football 
team, two years her senior, was madly in love with her, and just hiding 
it to put up a ‘macho’ front for his friends. 


She’d been waiting for him. Too young to attend the victory party after 
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the big game, she’d waited outside the club for him, eager to congratu- 
late him on the big win. When he’d staggered, drunk, out of the club, 
her heart had thrilled, and she’d been so happy to see him. 


She’d been even happier when he said he had ‘something special’ for 
her. So happy that she ignored any warnings her mind was screaming at 
her, and followed him into the alley way... 


..and, in the instant of one nearly-hysterical but well-aimed kick from 
a leg that, even then, was long and toned, she kept her virginity - but 
lost her dreams. 

The story she told everybody else had only faint resemblance to the 
truth - but she hadn’t been able to lie to herself all these years, no 
matter how many times she’d revised the memory in her mind. 

Now, she’d found another man who she could actually have trusted. 
Somebody whom she could even admit - not only to herself, but pub- 
licly - that she enjoyed the company of. That she actually wanted to 
give, and take, pleasure from... 


..and she’d blown it. Her own self-hatred, converted into hostility, 
had done exactly what she’d wanted it to do, and kept all the men away... 


.. including the one she wanted to keep. 


Crying, Lydia continued stuffing her face with food, seeking a solace 
that wouldn’t come. 


She had to know. One way or another, she had to be certain... 


..and then, when she was sure she was beyond redemption, then she 
could kill herself. 


Tomorrow. 
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She’d talk to Doug tomorrow. 


Sandy giggled, fondling the fabric that hung loose over her breasts... 
..but not nearly as loosely as it once had. 
She should have thought of this sooner... 


With another giggle, she lifted the ‘cup’ she’d made by pulling the end- 
cap of the dildo off, accessing it’s hollow interior. With a smile on her 
full lips, she drained it of it’s contents, savoring the ‘extract of orgasm’, 
as she termed the fruity liquid she’d made by grinding and boiling the 
plants and tubers. 


She had an ample supply of the potent potable - and she was planning 
to lay right here, drinking ‘dildo-cup’ after ‘dildo-cup’ of it until she 
filled the target top to straining capacity... 


..and, best of all, with her body slowly but surely becoming immune 
to the plants, even the ‘high potency’ mix she was drinking, tomorrow it 
would be safe to rejoin Doug. 


She was positive he’d appreciate all the effort she was going to... 
..but that, of course, was purely secondary to how much she appreci- 
ated it. After all, while she liked the concept of certain men - especially 
Doug - getting to enjoy her new attributes, the real reason she was 
doing this was purely selfish. 


She wanted huge breast, and the one who was going to get to enjoy 
them twenty-four/seven was nobody but little ol’ her, herself. 


However, she might let have a certain, select man had one cycle of 
twenty-four, maybe even for the full seven, to enjoy her new attributes. 
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Starting tomorrow. 


Doug was sweating up a storm as he laid the last floor-board in the 
much improved hut. 


It was a good sweat, though. 

Last night, sheer exhaustion had bought him nearly seven hours of 
uninterrupted sleep before he’d been hauled awake by another dire night- 
mare. 

He’d redoubled his efforts today, and was riding the ragged edge of 
exhaustion with contentment, knowing he’d found the solution to the 
nightmares... 


..but not the day-time worries, as he still hoped and prayed that the 
two women were all right. 


Maybe he’d be able to find some sort of reassurance tomorrow, he told 
himself hopefully, as he finished the task at hand and moved on to the 
next job. 


He had hope. That’s what he needed to sustain him. Hope that things 
would get better. 


No matter how bleak today, there was always tomorrow. 
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Day SiK 


Doug was in the grip of another nightmare... 

Well.. maybe not. As nightmares went, this one was pretty tame. After 
all, he was hearing Sandy’s sweet voice - but, unlike the previous night- 
mares, this one wasn’t crying out in betrayed trust, calling for his help 
- which never came soon enough. 

In fact, it wasn’t crying out in pain or fear. 


It wasn’t crying out at all. 
It was sweet and clear and.. almost happy? 


“Dougie... Wake up, Dougie poo...” It was singing brightly. “Lydia’s needs 
you to wake up for her, Doug, so wakey-wakey...” 


Lydia was in this ...dream...? too, although her voice was soft and hesi- 
tant. 


“Maybe.. you should let him sleep.. he looks so.. so exhausted...” 


“Sweet-cheeks, trust me - you don’t have to be afraid...” Sandy’s voice 
said. “I don’t even hate you any more...” 


Slowly, it began to filter through Doug’s brain that he might not be 
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asleep, after all. His eyes flickered open... 
..then shot wide open... 


..as his cock went as solidly hard as a rod of iron, completely bypass- 
ing any sort of brain-body relationship as his eyes began registering 
vision. 


The first image that registered on 
the back of his rods and cones was 
the sight of the most mouth-water- 
ing cleavage he had ever seen, pale 
and creamy - and part of a pair of 
massive, round, and softly-firm 
breasts that were straining might- 
ily to escape the grip of the blue 
sequin and translucent blue fab- 
ric that made up the ‘harem girl’ 
top. 


The top was almost designed to 
contain the massive breasts, each 
one as large as a basket-ball, 
though infinitely more delectable. 
What the top wasn’t designed for, 
however, was the nipples built to 
an equally massive scale, each 
one causing a large bulge in the 
fabric, to the point that the lines 
of elastic-strung sequins had 
spread, allowing a ‘venetian- 
blind’ view of each huge, pink, 
and fully-engorged nipple. 





Well, okay - just one nipple. Because the other one was covered by the 
strong-yet-feminine hand that was gently kneading it in a slow, sensual 
rhythm... 
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..Which, most naturally, drew the eye up the tanned, toned arm to the 
broad shoulder of it’s owner - which meant that you quite simply had to 
stare at the second pair of phenomenal breasts. 


On the more muscular body, these breasts - ‘smaller’, in the manner of 
volley-balls were smaller then basket-balls - were even firmer, though 
not quite ‘fake’ in their amazing roundness, the tanned flesh still hav- 
ing natural movement... 


..under the paler, smaller, longer-nailed hand that was gently caress- 
ing the massive breast. 


Which almost begged the question as to where each of the other hands 
might be. 


Which explained why Doug’s eyes found themselves taking in the sight 
of one strong, tanned hand gently - and attentively - caressing the in- 
credible curves of a mouth-watering ass. The translucent blue ‘harem 
pants’ didn’t even cover that spectacular ass, since they were cut to 
attach at the sides to the gold-chain-link waist-band that encircled the 
tiny waist before dropping down the outside of each leg to the tops of 
the powder-blue pumps with their six-inch spike heels. 


The other pale, long-nailed hand, on the other hand, had gone higher, 
instead of lower, and was holding the back of the strong neck as two 
full pairs of lips, clad in matching red gloss lipstick, were eagerly kiss- 
ing in long, hungry cycles. 


Oddly enough, the fuller lips and pinker tongue of the pale, blonde 
woman seemed almost to be the ones in control of the erotic kiss, de- 
spite the fact that the eager woman receiving the other end of that kiss 
was both taller and more muscular - at least, in build. The bare feet of 
the muscular women meant that the extreme height of the blonde’s 
heels negated the height advantage... 


“Oh, look, he’s up...” Sandy said, breaking off the kiss. “Hey - he’s 
awake, to...” 
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Lydia blushed - and suddenly shifted nervously... 


..into a tighter embrace of Sandy, one more seeking reassurance then 
pleasure. 


“Sandy...?” Doug said, still not quite certain if he was awake or dream- 
ing. “Lydia...? But...” 


“It’s okay - our bodies have adapted to the plants. The growth and 
hormonal rush are gone, so it’s safe to come back...” Sandy explained. 
“Not a second too soon, either - poor Lydia here was about ready to give 
in to despair...” 


Doug’s eyes flickered to the taller woman - who was all-but-huddled in 
on herself, glasses magnifying eyes wide in a mix of hope and fear. 


“She thinks you hate her...” Sandy confided in a low tone. “She’s abso- 
lutely positive that you want nothing to do with her. In fact, he plan was 
to come here and beg you to let her suck your cock - and when you 
turned down such a generous offer, she could be certain that you truly 
did hate her...” 


“Ergulp...” Doug supplied, the best his brain could do at the moment. 


“I tried to convince her that she wouldn’t have to beg...” Sandy said in 
that ‘confiding’ tone. “She wouldn’t believe me, though. I’m afraid you're 
going to have to be the one to convince her that you’d actually loooove 
to have this wonderfully buxom broad blow your mind... so to speak.” 


Nervously, Lydia licked her lips.. “Would.. Would you like me to... do 
that.. for you.. Doug? I mean... would you let me? I.. I don’t have any 
experience, but.. but I...” 


Doug blinked, twice, getting a grip on his whirling mind - and then, 
though he knew he might forever after hate himself for not simply say- 
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ing ‘yes’, he listened to his conscience... 

“You.. Youre not.. uh, ‘high’, right...?” He asked, slowly. 

Lydia blinked, her cringing gaze becoming somewhat stronger as she 
got past the immediate fact that he hadn’t said ‘yes’, and recognized 
the import of the question. 

“No - no, I’m not doing this because of that...” She said, slowly - and 
hopefully. “Doug, if... If you’d let me, I’d really like to do something... 
nice... for you.” 

Doug picked his words carefully. “Lydia, I do not hate you. In fact, if I 
did, I might gleefully jump at this chance.. but because I don’t, I have 
to tell you, this isn’t necessary. There are other ways of... showing affec- 
tion. You don’t have to do this.” 

Biting her lower lip, Lydia relaxed some more, and nodded. 


“Nice.” Sandy said, gently. “A real gentleman, Doug - but you forgot 
something...” 


Doug blinked. “Huh...?” 


“You said she didn’t have to.” Sandy pointed out. “You still haven’t 
said whether she can or not.” 


Doug blinked twice - then spoke. 


“Lydia..” He said, slowly but very sincerely. “If you want to do that - or 
anything else - I would be.. both happy and honored.. to let you.” 


“Thank you...!” Lydia gushed - as she let go of Sandy and dropped 
eagerly to her knees on the newly-installed flooring in front of Doug. 
“Thank you, thank you, thankyouthank...mmmmph!” 


The sensation of somebody still saying ‘thank you’ as the wrapped 
their full lips eagerly around your cock was something you never could 
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describe - or forget, Doug thought, vaguely. 


Of course, as wonderful as that felt, it couldn’t even begin to compare 
to what it felt like to have that happen while another woman climbed 
onto the bed beside you, grabbed your head, and began to kiss you 
hungrily and passionately. 


That was one hell of a sensation. 
Now, add to the fact that it also cause one pair of breasts to be pressed 
firmly against your chest, while another was pressed equally as firmly 


against your shins, and then you were really onto something... 


Doug gave up on the whole concept of ‘thinking’ and decided to sim- 
ply go with the flow. 


Consequently, when Sandy broke off the kiss to whisper in his ear, he 
didn’t even think of ignoring her advice. When she said, “Lydia’s new at 
this, and probably isn’t sure how she’s doing - maybe you should give 
her some feedback...”, he simply complied... 

“God, Lydia.. you’re doing great...” He gasped in pleasure, as Sandy 
began nibbling at his ear - while reaching down to finally unsnap the 
over-stressed top she wore. 

“Overshot a little..” She murmured - then began grinding her thick, 
erect nipples in small circles against his chest. “How’s Lydia doing? Is 
she a good cock-sucker...?” 

“Oh.. yeah..” Doug moaned, twitch. 

“Tell her..” Sandy insisted in a low voice. 

“God, Lydia.. you're a great cock-sucker...” 


The compliment made warmth flare in her as she redoubled her ef- 
forts, hands lips and tongue working in unison as she dredged up every 
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scene, hint or tip about sucking cock she’d ever heard or seen. At the 
time, she’d stored it away for further derision - but now she was glad 
she had the knowledge, since being able to please - and pleasure - Doug 
so much made her felt so unbelievably happy. 


‘Hell of a thing for a feminist to think...’ She thought - but didn’t slacken 
her efforts in the least. 


“Good...” Sandy whispered in Doug’s ear. “But maybe now she thinks 
you think she’d suck just any cock. This is special, Doug, just for you - 
so let her know that you understand just who’s cock-sucker she is...” 


“You're my fantastic cock-sucker, Lydia...” Doug gasped. “Oh, God, 
Lydia, you’re incredible... you’re amazing...” 


She was, too. Whatever she may have lacked in skill, she more then 
made up in eager intensity - and just how much skill was really neces- 
sary, when your sole goal was to provide a man with as much physical 
pleasure as was humanly possible? 


However much was needed, Lydia had... 


Giving Doug one, last kiss, she left him to focus on the intense plea- 
sure, sliding down onto the floor behind Lydia. 


Reaching around, she began caressing the side of the breasts that were 
rhythmically compressing against Doug’s shins as her head bobbed, 
Sandy’s own tits pressing into the larger woman’s back as she began to 
whisper in her ear, getting incredibly turned on by her little role as a 
sexual Iago. 


“That’s it..” She whispered huskily to Lydia. “You’re doing a fantastic 
job. You're his fantastic little cock-sucker.. now make him cum for you. 
Make him pump a load of delicious cum down your throat. You’re the 
one controlling this. You could stop anytime you wanted to, you know. 
You could tease him - then leave him nothing but his hand. Don’t. Don’t 
be a bitch. Take him all the way, Lydia - take him to the end.” 
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Bobbing, licking, sucking and stroking, Lydia was more turned on by 
this thought then she’d ever been in her entire life. 


Sucking a man’s cock was utterly degrading. It was submissive. It was 
demeaning... 


..at least, she’d always believed, until now. 

Because she was in control. She could slow down or speed up. She 
could make it stretch out until he was begging to let him cum - and then 
stop. She could be a bitch, using this act to frustrate him - and not even 
allow him to complain, since hadn’t she sucked his cock...? 

She didn’t want to, though. She could - but she wouldn't. 


She wanted to please him... 


.. though the knowledge that she could make the act unpleasant, as 
well, made the process all the more enjoyable. 


She sucked and she slurped. She bobbed and she stroked. She thrust 
and recoiled... 


..Until Doug made incoherent sounds of warning, and in full and com- 
plete knowledge of what she was doing, she pushed him over the edge 
with a swirl of the tongue. 


She shuddered in a non-physical orgasm as she - she! - made him pump 
his load of cum down her throat. 


It was a power of a type she’d never imagined. 


The power of being able to be completely submissive to somebody 
else, at least for a short period of time. 


Licking the last of his warm saltiness from her lips, Lydia Bertram 
Carruthers slowly stood to her full, imposing height, her head held high 
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and her shoulders thrown back. 


“Enjoy it, did you, Doug...?” She asked in polite sarcasm, one eyebrow 
rising questioningly. 


Doug blinked, then nervously licked his lips. 
“Yes...” He said in a small voice. 


“Good. I hope you did...” Lydia said, casually, examining the finger- 
nails of one hand. “I assume you understand that this was, shall we say, 
a special occasion?” 


Sandy’s face began to tighten - but Doug saw this, shook his head 
slightly at her, then answered. “Yeah.” 


“Good...” Lydia said, firmly, her face looking oddly strained. “then as 
long as every understand that this sort of thing isn’t going to happen 
more then, oh, five or six times a day...” 


Sandy’s startled expression gave way to a silver laugh - and Lydia lost 
it, her own face creasing into a broad smile as she snuggled up on the 
bed next to Doug. He put his arm around her - and then blinked as he 
lifted his free hand and quite firmly put it on her right breast. 


“Tm tired of being the cold bitch who doesn’t want or need friends...” 
She said, softly. “I want - and need - all the friends I can get.. especially 
if their such wonderful friends as you and Sandy.” 

“Don’t worry...” Doug said, gently caressing her full, firm breast with 
great enjoyment. “Look at it this way - you’re friends with everybody for 
a hundred miles...” 

Lydia laughed - then gasped... 

“One good turn deserves another...” Sandy told her, as she eased the 
muscular legs apart. She threw a wink at Doug. “Besides, I’ve been think- 
ing about this for days...” 


“Oh...” Lydia gasped, as Sandy buried her blonde head between the 
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taut thighs. 


“Ohhhbh...” She moaned, as Doug bent his head and began nibbling at 
one full, erect nipple, his hands working on her full breasts. 


“Ohhhhhhhh.” She sighed, letting herself be eased back on the bed, 
eyes closed and lips curved in pleasure. 


It was good to have friends, she thought to herself... 


Rather involved with each other, the three good friends never noticed 
the shadow that filled the hut’s doorway... 


Ensign Jake Pettigrew, United States Navy, gaped in open disbelief. 


He stared at the hut, with it’s wood floor, rudimentary constant-flush- 
toilet, bathtub, running water sink, and stone-and-clay oven. 


He looked in awe at the cunningly contrived hanging bed that looked 
several hundred times more comfortable then the bunk-style cot he 
was used to aboard ship. 


He looked with amazement at the three individuals, oblivious to his 
presence, who writhed and moaned in concurrent pleasure, looking only 
vaguely like the poor color-fax photographs of the missing people he 
held in one hand. 


In the other hand he held a radio, and it was this he lifted and spoke 
into, his voice the emotionless, numb tone of the severely shocked. 


“Chief...? I found them...” Pettigrew said, dumbly. “The question is... 
do they want to be rescued...?” 


Tue Enwp 
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